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(Mock not thy affc&,thc vntraded earth ) 

Y our q uand >m wifefweares dill by Venus gloae, 

Shces well, but bad me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now fir,fhee's a deadly theatne. 
Ilect. O pardon, I offend. 

Nejl. Ihaue thou gallant Troyan feene thee oft. 
Laboring for dediny,inake cruel! way. 

Through rankes of GreckiCh youth, and Ihaue feene thee 
As hot as Perfiusfyime thy Phtigian deed, 

Defpifing many forfaits and fubduments, 

Whenthott hail hung th’aduanccd fvvord ith’ayre. 

Not letting it decline on the declined, 

That I hauc faid tofomemy (landers by, ^ 7 .v’s . ' 
Loe Iuptter is yonder dealing life. 

And I haue feene thee paufe,and take thy breath, 

When that aring ofGieckes hane (hrupd thee in. 

Like an Olympian wraftling. This haue 1 feene, 

But this thy countenance dill locke in deelc, 

1 neucr favv till now ; I knew thy grand-fire. 

And once fought with him, he was a foidier good. 

But by great Mars the Captaine ofvs all, 

Neuer like thee: O let an old man embrace thee. 

And worthy warriour welcome to our tents. i 

Mine. Tis the old Nefler. 

Heel. Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 

That had lo long walkt hand in hand with time, 

Moll reuci end Nejior, 1 am glad toclafpe thee. 

Nefi. I would my armes could match thee in contention. 

Hell. I would t hey coul d. (row. 

Neft.lh t by this white beard Idefight with thee to nior* 
Well, welcome, welcome, I haue leene thciime. 

VI tf. 1 wonder now l ow' yonder Cicty dands,:- 
W hen v\'e haue here her bafe and piller by vs ? 

Hell. I know your laueur lord Vliffes well, ^ ^ 

Ah fir, there’s many a Greeke and Troyan dead, 7 ' r 0 
Since fird I faw your felfe and Dimmed, 

In Ifion on your Gtetkifh erobalfie. 

VltJ. Sir I foretold you then what would enfue, 

Vs 


rsJZCJ v,,' > *J:. vrygraa. 

My prophecie is but halfe his iourney yet. 

For yonder walls that pertly front your towne. 

Yon towers,whofe wanton tops do bufle the clouds-, 
Mudkiflc their ownefeete. 

Hell. I mud not belecue you. 

There they dand yet,and modedly I thinlce. 

The fall of euery Phrigian done will cod, 
AdropofGrecianbloud: t-heendcrownes all, 

And that old common arbitrator Time, 4 will one day end it, 
V/if.So to him we leaue it. 

Mod gentleand mod valiant Hellor, welcome : 

After the Generali, I befeech you next 
To fead with tne,and fee me at my tent. 

Achil. I (hall foredal! thee lordV lijjss thou 
Now HeUor I haue fed mine eyes on thee, (by ioint. . 
Ihaue with exa<fl view peru r de thee H etior, & quoted ioync 
Hell. 1 s this Achilles l Achil , I am Achilles . 

Hell. Stand faire I pray thce,let me looke ®n thee, 

Achil. Behold thy fill.. 

He&. Nay I Haue done already. 

Achil. Thou art too bticfe,I will the fecond time. 

As I would buie thee, view theclim by lim. 

Hell. Olike a bookeof (port thou’lt read me ore t 
But.ther s more in me then thou vnderdandd. 

Why dood thou fo opprefle me with thine eye. 

Achil, Tell me you heauens,in which partof his body 
Shall I dedroy him : whether there,or there-, or there. 

That I may giuethe locall wound a name, 

And make didimSi the very breach, whereout 
H eUors great fpirit flew : anfwer me heauens. 

Hell, It would diferedit the bleft gods, proud man., 

To anfwer fuch a queflion .• fland againe, 

Thinkflthou to catch my life fo pleafantly, 

As to prenominate in nice conieblure, .. 

Where thou wilt hit me dead.. 

Achil. I tell rhee yea. 

K»c?,Wert thou an Oracle to tell me lo, < 

iHe not belecuc thee.Hence-forth gard thee well. 

A- . • ' For- 
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